A    DISCUSSION

heavier of the Scotch engineering experts (if that they
were) had gone off yawning to bed, having expressed all
the usual opinions, doubts and "alarms about France,
Germany, the League, Italy and Signor Mussolini. The
third remained, a major-in-the-Territorials-looking man,
with tidy grey hair, bright sympathetic eyes, long
vertical lines on his sallow cheeks, a close-cut grey
moustache and an honest strong chin. He had obviously
just ordered a last toddy and his glance invited con-
versation. I returned his look, pressed a bell, and came
up and sat beside him, affecting to pick up an old number
of an illustrated weekly. The waiter came in and I
ordered. Asked the stranger: "Know this place well?"

"The town, yes/' I said, "but this hotel, no."

"Staying long?"

"Only to-night; and you?"

"Only to-night. As a fact Pm walking to Devonshire.
I suppose you and your friends are on a motor-tour?"

"In point of fact I'm alone. They're not my friends. I
never set eyes on them until to-night. Very decent
fellows, though. Scotchmen."

"I couldn't help overhearing you. You none of you
seem to have been very cheerful about the situation."

"Well, who could be? It seemed to be getting brighter
before this chap Musso began breathing fire and slaughter
against these damned Abyssinians. I've not much use for
the Abyssinians: I had a brother-in-law on the Somali-
land frontier. They can't control their own people.
Steal women, slaves, cattle, do any damn thing. But
damn it all, they're in the League, and if people start
breaking treaties at this hour of the day what the devil is
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